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There are some people who just seem to be a bit larger than life, as the 

saying goes.  They are the ones who seem to fill up a room in any gathering.  

Their laughter is strong and travels around the space.  Their voice booms a 

little louder.  They love gatherings, especially a party and a celebration.  In 

some way they live out of a deep understanding that life swallows up the 

low, the lonely and troubled times that can overcome us, drag us down into 

dark places.  That life can swallow up our sense of diminishment and death. 

 

I believe that Jim is one of those people.  It seemed only fitting that 

the Old Testament passage from Isaiah should be part of this service.  Yes a 

burial service, but more importantly a service of celebration of life – both 

the life the person lived as well as the life to which he is going. 

 

Jim’s life lived?  Many remember Jim for his many years of being 

part of the organizations in which he gave of his time, talent and treasure.  

Church, wherever he lived, was important to him.  He went to church, 

sought communion and faithfully supported the church.  He was a 32 degree 

mason, an Elk, a Moose, a member of the Ruritan Club and the Lion’s Club.  

He was a clown, bringing joy and laughter to kids (old and young) with his 

Sad Sack routine.  He was Santa Claus (teaming up with Pat as Mrs. Claus).  

He was Uncle Sam.  He wore many hats, many costumes, played many 

parts.  

 

However you might look at this list, it offers us so many larger than 

every day life characters or images.  Elk, moose, lions (even an organization 

can provide an interesting image), clowns, Santa Claus, Uncle Sam.  These 

are images that speak of strength, of joy, of gift giving, images of substance.   

Perhaps Jim knew something the rest of us haven’t really considered.  That 

we have the ability, limited though we might be in our everyday humanity, 

to put on that which clothes us in a larger image – an image that can lift 

others up, remind them of some of the positives in our culture and in life.  

Though I never saw Jim in those costumes in real life (only in pictures) I can 

imagine his “suiting up” as a clown, as Santa Claus, as Uncle Sam, and as he 

did so what was good and giving in him becoming alive.    

 



 Our Old Testament passage this afternoon is powerful.   

 

 “On this mountain the Lord of hosts will make for all peoples a feast 

of rich food, a feast of well-aged wines, of rich food filled with 

marrow, of well-aged wines strained clear.  And he will destroy . . . 

the shroud that is cast over all peoples .  . . He will swallow up death 

forever. . . . . This is the Lord for whom we have waited; let us be glad 

and rejoice in his salvation.” 

 

Wherever this mountain of feasting and celebration is in what may be 

in our Christian understanding of our “after-life,” let’s picture Jim there.  

Not just because it sounds like a joyful, heavenly party celebration and Jim 

would love that; but because as he aged and his health became more and 

more challenging, Jim probably sensed death just up the road.  Then I 

believe Jim began to come face to face with an emerging realization:  “No 

matter what I have been in life, the Biblical promise is a reality, that on the 

other side of death my Lord and savior waits.”   

 

I believe that Jim sensed something very important to our human 

condition:  that the greatest gift God holds out to each of us is “salvation.”  

As the years passed and Jim’s physical life and his energy became more and 

more compromised, I believe Jim yearned for relief and release which may 

seem to others to be physical but for him was, at the core, religious.        

 

However, you may have seen Jim; however you may have known him 

or experienced him; no matter how Jim presented himself to the world 

around him, deep down he was a religious man.  By this I mean, that 

somewhere at the core of who he was, Jim knew that he and all of us, need, 

bottom line, the saving grace of a steadfast God.  

 

Today we celebrate two things: remembering a life lived and giving 

thanks for an “after-life” life calling Jim to something new.  And we give 

thanks for God’s amazing grace that can make this so. 

 

By the grace of God let us consider the idea that a burial service is not about 

burying life, but about burying death as we turn our eyes towards the 

promise of new life in a place already prepared – a place that waited for Jim 

and also waits for us. 

  

 



  

 

 


